
















Substantive Poetry 


Tiago Malta 



Preface 

This book began to be written in the 90s, when Poet HP Brazil and I tried to 
create a literary movement (as pretentious) and developed what we call impact poetry, 
which were poems where the play on strong words was more important than the 
meaning of the verses, and what mattered was an emphasis on stressed syllables. 
Since that time I started to write it, the original title would be things, so its marked 
presence in the last poem. The main idea would be poems that would have nouns as 
their main element, leaving aside verbs and adjectives, after all, there are already 
many poems that are the protagonists. Another striking presence to inspire me in this 
book was the work of Adriana Calcanhotto with songs such as Programa, Remix 
Seculo XX e Jornal De Servigo (Leitura Em Diagonai Das Pàginas Amarelas), and 
since then, I have polished these poems, to this extent that I deliver to you, thanks for 
your attention and good reading. 


Thanks 

I am especially grateful to my wife (my best friend), my son (my hero), the guys who 
helped me produce this booklet and my patient clients and their incredible stories of 
overcoming. Furthermore, I thank the people who support my journey, you know who 
are. 


All Poems are by Tiago Malta and are allowed: copy, redistribution, piracy and 
plagiarism, do whateveryou want, including nothing. 
















Noun # 1 


(Written in eariy November 1998 until 4:59 pm on the 13th of the same month) 

They say that iife imitates art... 

Another of us went to eternal life, 

The lack hurts for those who stay 
And the things we live? 

Did it happen or was it a dream? 

(we will invade their bodies, I will let their worlds collide). 

If you pass Fifth Avenue or Lombard Street 
Don't forget about the Bomb, scratches and smells. 

Even crestfallen, smashed and unmotivated by the saints 
Free yourself, there are no chains that hold a wandering monster. 

Father, is the God who created hunger the same as the one who created love? 
Father, What does YOUR God gain by letting another child suffer? 

I think we better hibernate, this is almost hell 
Who would care about that existence? 

If I were just a noun, what substance would I be made of? 

And who would want to invent me? 

Who would care how my hair looks? 

Or if l'm still afraid to look in the mirror 

Who would be the madman who would invent me? 




Noun # 2, # 3 and # 4 

These poems were lost in the creative process, maybe they were deleted 
intentionally, I confess that I don't remember, I just hope they are well and that they 
still exist in the ether. I just don't want it in my subconscious anymore. 








Noun # 5 


(3/13/1999) 

Call and ask for an answer, 

It's no fun being here without a bet. 

The meeting in the square 

Call, there is no way to predict the result. 

Only the crucifix rusted by sweat on the chest is predictable 

Braces on teeth, teeth to smile 

Sugar in syrup on top of the pudding 

Made by the most beautiful girl on the planet 

What is the logic of fear? 

First, don't be ashamed of him 

Just be ashamed ... To feel such shame 

Fear is fuel. 

Go ahead and call him. 

Work and pay for your quirks 
Get a lot of nouns. 

From wood glue, to vacuum cieaner 
Everything is a tool 
Everything fits in verse. 

Any noun made of atoms 

It can make a colorful world 

People, being people, horrified 

Of these lies that are so alive that they kill our faith. 

They are too fast for our eyes to notice. 

They are too fast to be cataloged. 




Noun # 6 


Look at these adverse facts to anyone 
Different addictions and their unique effects 
Everything scheduled for each moment of the Day 

Soccer fields for dodgeball matches 


Online radio and its small niches 
Portable TVs for car travel 
Neighborhood newspapers and their smail actors 
Booklets bought in antiquaries. 

Listen to the Marginais singing in freedom ... 

Pray. 

But continue the catalog: 

Tangerine incense fortropical meditations 

Drops of sweat to run farther 

Insignificant people and their incredible stories 

Material goods against lyricism 

Diaries, Secrets, Punishments 

TrOO Trickster, this is a trap! 

Fuzzy Lumpkins playing a rhapsody on the banjo 
These are spit facts, not a poem 


Happyland 



Noun # 7 


Mint liquor at walmart's birthday promotion 
True loves on bottles background 
Camping cutlery in working environments 
Roller cart to cross the monster hill 

Plant your spices, prepare your sauces ... 

Let's break the leg 
But this is not a theater. 

My god, l'm sorry, if I don't believe in God anymore! 

This is just a workshop for making faces... 

Respect 

Do you know how much iight fits inside your skuii? 

Primates in charge of time 

Reguiating the King's visit at the Imperial party 

Cutouts from a chest where warranty or bonding material. 





Noun # 8 


Of the perfume of troubled hours 
To the motor oil incense 
This is a pirate utopia 
All areas flow into the Sea. 

The poet doesn’t survive only with sonnet 
Need steaks, tattoos and sexy clothes 
Bite your tongue, grit your teeth 
And attention to what will happen!!! 

Some additives for the mind 
A more colorful world is created: 

From Brazilian Tanager to Yellow Submarine 
Many nouns pass through this window. 

After a strawberry drink 
The poem ends. 




Noun # 9 


Touch wet in this arid world. 

The invisible man sitting on the sidewalk said: 

Abandoned houses with informative bombs, 

Pictures and other pedagogical symbols destroyed, 

Students in the cheer eating takis* 

And other delicacies to the junk food 

(Blackout) 

Fireflies, newspaper torches and neon sticks to continue writing. 


Takis Fuego 



Noun #10 


Climate changes 
Box bed 

Secondhand Smartphone 
Stolen clock radio. 

Traffic stopped 

A car crossed the ambulance 

The honk don't stop 

But it is not the Symphony of the Horns 

Crooked and fucked up day: 

Get it over with! Fuck! 

Unfinished Projects 

They were left for the tomorrow. 

We wanted applause (at least) 

But there is not 
There is no 

What's there to applaud? 




Noun # 11 (Genesis) 

So lie on the floor 
Imagine the forest 
And start meditating 

He was born with the shape of an elephant 
He was chased by the hunter 
Don't have a cynical pose 

Just understand that we are small insignificant particles. 

You must be afraid, 

It discovered. 

It succumbed. 

Look at the beginning 

Reset 

Da Capo. 






Noun # 12 (Grunge Party) 

Drinking fountain in those days 
Computers out of memory 
Dead ends 

Objects without function 
The martians are coming 
Remember your escape plan. 

If we change the way of communicating? 

And if the uniform is not used to judge someone, 

In place of language, touch becomes the dialect, think about it. 

■■■■■ / ■ ■ ■ ■ 




Noun # 13 (Initial catalog) 


Dance Songs 


"Thermodynamics on a minor chord" 
There is strength in gestures 
With a naturai smell. 


A book, 

We are nothing but books 
With cover, preface and chapters, 

But they ripped the index out. 

“Kinematics for the barbarians!” 

Who has lived so far? 

"Cavernous minds" 

We are in the battle to see if we can find out. 




Noun #14 


Orphans of Bunker! 

Runaway binary code 
Ubuntu, Lubuntu, Kubuntu, 

I don't want to know anything 
That the halt here is Mandriva. 

The future has a new design 
It is not pyre nor pyra 
Just plugs, replacing fingers 

And a basic surf between the nozzles and converters. 





Noun #15 


VHS tapes in SLP 

Dressing up with an figurant from the Digital Underground's video clip 

Breaking Cars, Playing Street Fighter 

The Aliens are coming 

To pull our ears 

And punish us. 

We are buying horns and other magic elements 
Do not leave this mall 
The verses are still rolling 







Noun #16 


A merchant of words buys prepositions wholesale, 

Then he resells for twice the price 

And so he speculates the actions of fairy tales. 

In this anarcho-capitalist world 
I am a simple noun on promotion, 

Enjoy, 

I am have in shelf life 

Dipyrone 
Neck brace 

SpongeBob SquarePants Headphones and the curse of 27 

Bank Pens 

Napkin. 

Ready, 

That Poem is gone! 

The last verse is just an insight: 

Me turning my back on you and moving on. 





Noun #17 


The traffic! 

The transit! 

Our vices scattered 

Among pharmacological articles, Fini Candy Crush and other delicacies. 

The shopping list is this: 

Coffee powder, 

Wood glue 
and the TV guide. 

We live with nothing 
Hoping that one day, 

May one day our wish inventory have some value. 




Noun #18 

For each cut a glass 
For each glass a pot 
And the pots are wish-keepers. 

There are a thousand philosophies to choose from 
Each with a more cool uniform. 

Numbers! 

Numbers, representing expressions: 

- You have zero attitude! 

- 70% Of Poem Writers Don't Read Others' Poems 

- 30% of Readers of this poem will not understand its true purpose. 

So, 

Am I or am I not a badass Bard? 




Noun # 19 (maybe an autobiographical analysis) 

Street corner and people, 

Accumulated garbage bags 

The garbageman only pass 6 am 

For the joy of the scavengers who walk in the dawn. 

Lonely lunches 
Collecting up whispers 
And broadcasting like music. 

There should be a bar on every corner. 

With tar cognac, Cadillacs and Dinosaurs Arcade, and the buckfor Cigarette. 
Rubble, 

From bricks to disposable diapers. 

Phiegmatic anarchy invading the enclosure. 

Gave a shit, 

And we are back to square one. 











Noun # 20 

There are things that bore us, 

Who said it was bullshit? 

If the pleasure is in the little things, 

Pain can also inhabit them. 

There are things that get me instigated, 

These things so crooked and inclined, 

That is impossible not to find interesting, 

Having no way to suspect. 

They say ugly things about me, 

But most should be ignored 
Since democracy is a popular theater. 

Things are everything you touch, inspire and see. 

And for the final abject verse 

Thing is what tries to follow the word have. 
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